THE   MOUNTAIN STAIRCASE

in ours. We all drove off together. Our only bond with
the driver was that he wore our old school tie. He told
us his name was Napoleon, for the scarcely relevant reason
that his mother had once been to France. An Iranian, he
had the rare trait of combining energy with honesty. As
a youth he had applied himself to learning English and
French, when he and his brother started a garage in
Alexandria. They soon made money. Then his troubles
started. A little Jewess took his fancy. He showered his
spare time and all his money upon her. He was proud of
her, and not a little in love. Despite the objections of his
family he persisted in the liaison, until his brother remon-
strated, saying that if he insisted upon shaming them all
they would have to dissolve the partnership. Napoleon,
quick tempered, drew his revolver and shot his brother,
happily not seriously. As he told us his eyes shone with
fury. His huge frame shook and he banged his fist upon
the side of the car.

"I gave that girl everything, and what d'you think?
I caught the dirty little bitch coming out of the cinema arm
in arm with another man. I shot at her too. I didn't hit
her. . I would have shot him but he ran away. I never
went back. I went to America with the Ford Company.
There I assembled their cars. They were pleased with me.
I would be there now but, unfortunately, I became covered
from head to foot with x-x-ma. No doctor could do
anything for me. Eventually one told me that unless I
returned to my own country I would not recover. The
Ford Company sent me home via Paris. In one day a
French doctor cured me. He covered my face with mud,
then took it all off, my skin with it. He said I should
never have any more trouble. He was right. I returned
here, and have remained ever since. I have a nice new
wife and two new children."

We passed through Bushire and on to the Shiraz road,
stopping by the fitful light of a lantern to show our pass-
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